THREE CHEERS FOR THE KING
in the air, looked on in wonder at the massive
march-past, and nodded their heads and muttered:
'Ah, yes. . . . It's a great country all right/
Drum and Fife
It would have been hard to imagine a more
pleasing setting for the review. In the background
an eighteenth-century French chateau, long and low,
broken by isolated clumps of fine old trees. Identical
sheep grazed quietly up a grassy slope. The whole
decor had the noble and wise negligence of the great
English parklands. A touch of gold from the group
of French and English Generals at the gates. The
bands of the Guards, drum and fife, stood massed
before the chateau.
A car bearing a tricolour arrived with General
Giraud in his long, light coat. The sound ofc Via
Castellane qui passe sped across the fields and its
notes fell strangely on our ears from the pipes. The
motor-cyclists ... the escort... the King. .. . The
drummers raised their sticks, immaculately hori-
zontal, to the level of their mouths and it was a
God Save the King different from all others, that
ended magnificently in a fervent cry from the fifes
and a long roll of the drums.
And the March Past. . . . The King stood in the
gateway with the French Generals around him.
Twenty yards before the saluting-point the officers
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